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Sleepless Nights 


Author's Notes: 
A literal 10-minute fic | put together. Something cute for a change, before | nosedive back into smut sometime 


soon. Enjoy! 


The moon filtered through a peak in the dark curtains of the room they shared, casting a ray of light. It was 
a cold night and a break for Satyr and Frost from recording their new album. Things were going spectacularly, 
right now they felt nothing could get any better. 


Frost's body was warm against Satyr's, his dark hair sprawled out over his skin and the pillows. Satyr could 
feel his soft breathing in the crook of his neck, hot against his skin, but in a good way. Satyr's arms were 

wrapped around Frost's waist, holding him close, chin resting atop his head. They were quiet. That's all they 
needed to be right now. Life was so eventful and full of sound that they'd come to enjoy nights where they 


could lay in each other's arms in comfortable silence. 


But quickly that silence was broken as to establish affections. 


‘| love you," Satyr muttered softly, making the drummer smile against his neck. 


'| love you, too," Frost replied. He looked up and their eyes met, a big hazel gaze meeting iced transparency. 


Throughout all the years they spent together not once did their little looks not connect perfectly. 


Satyr kissed Frost's forehead, holding him close again. He really did love the older man, always had, and felt 
fortunate enough to have him in his life. Frost felt the same; even with the strong pride the vocalist carried 


with him, he loved him regardless. 


One more kiss was made and the two closed their eyes, content. That's all they needed on sleepless nights like 


these. 


